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THE HISTORY OF JOSEPH. 


(Continued from page 00) 


DIALOGUE II1—JOSEPH. AND ASENATH 


JOSEPH. 
1 rnouGnt, dear Asenath, the time drew near, 
When God’s accomplish’d purpose should appear; 
My father lives :—my brethren have I seen ; 
Bowing before my face they all have been, 
Except dear Benjamin, my mother’s son, 
Whom Jacob has detain’d at home alone. 
i feard’d he knew that envy in their breast 
Still rested, which to me they once express’d ; 
{ therefore tried them all, and gladly find 
Some deep compunction working in their mind. 


ASENATH. 

Where are they Joseph ? for I long to see 
The men who are so near akin to thee. 
Though once they hated thee, and used thee ill, 
Yet dear to thee they are, my Joseph, still ; 
And though by me their crimes must be abhorr’d, 
{ owe to*them the knowledge of my lord, | 
And, what is even infinitely more, 
Ofthat great God whom now we both adore. 
This was the way his sov’reign wisdom chose 
To bring to pass what they would fain oppose : 
Well may we then forgive their vain design, 
Which only has subserved the wiil divine. 
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JOSEPH. 
Yes, well may we, my Asenath, forgive, 

Whorin such honour, now, and comfort live ; 

But God’s decrees form no excuse for them, 

Who must be taught their conduct to condemn : 

Therefore, for their own good, I wish to see 

‘Them deeply humbled for their spite to me. 

Hence [at first assumed an aspect stern, 

As though I wish’d their business here to learn, 

Whether as spies they came, the land to view ; 

And question’d whether their report were true. 

They bow’d submissive, as my speech they heard, 

Once and again their innocence averr’d ; 

While I, incredulous to all they say, 

Into confinement hurry them away 5; 

Three days together all in ward remain, 

Then I before me summon them again. 
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ASENATH. 
Oh my dear lord; what could the reason be, 
You kept their coming thus conceal’d from me ! ? 
Where are they now ? ‘ Twould give me great delight, 
‘Jf them to have though but a tr ansient sight. 


JOSEPH. 
You'll see them, Asenath, you need not fear ; 
My father and my brother will be here: 
Dear venerable man ! to hear his voice 
And see his face, will both our hearts rejoice 
But, for their benefit, [ deem it best 
Stilito submit them to a farther test. 


ASENATH. 

Are they return’d to fetch your father down ? 
How did you make your near relation known ? 
What didthey say when ‘you reveal’d your name ° 
They surely must be overwhelm’d with shame ! 


JOSEPH. 
My lovely Asenath, you hasten on 
Too fast; my brethren now indeed are gone. 
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With strict injunction not my face to see, 

Except their younger brother with them be. 

{ first proposed the rest should here remain, 
While only one to Canaan went again, 

And with him down to Egypt brought the youth, 
That I might know they spoke the words of truth ; 
But after they had been three days confined, 
[spoke again, as if with alter’d mind, 

in milder tone ;—‘ The living God I “dear : 

Let one alone rien imprision’d here, 

While all the rest take back a full supply, 

Lest those you left at home with famine die. 


ASENATH. 3 

Then still they have no knowledge “aoe” are > 
JOSEPH, 

Not in the least. Tall along took care 
That an interpreter employ’d should be, 
{n all the intercourse they had with me ; 
The linguist gone, their speech I overheard, 
While they supposed Ishould not know a word. 
Thus each disclosed the secrets of his breast, 
And all their guilt respecting me confess’d. 

* Alas !’ said they, ‘ our crimes are brought to mind. 
Our brother’s blood is now required we find | 
Ilis sore distress we then unmoved beheld, 

All his entreaties were with scorn repell’d ; 
Justice divine avenges now the deed, 

And in our punishment our sin we read.’ 
Reuben replied, ‘ Yes warning then I gave, 
And strove in vain the he ‘Ipless youth to save : 
You disregarded then what I desired, 

And now his blood is at your hands required.” 


ASENATH. 
Deeply affected must your heart have been ; 
{ wonder, Joseph, you could bear the scene, 
And not infor m them you were living still.— 
You were the man they plotted once to kill 
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JOSEPH. 
fndeed f felt it s—but I thought it wise, 
My feelings for the present to disguise. 
Tturn’d away from them, and wept ;—and then 
My linguist call’d to talk with them again. 
i chose out Simeon, whom to their surprise, 
! cook and put in chains before their eyes. 
His obduracy all his brethren knew, 
And seem’d in this the hand of God to view ; 
How else should I, whom no one could suspect 
Of knowing them, the guiltiest thus select ? 
Conviction and surprise in ev’ry eye, 
Though mix’d with pity, I could well descry : 
Smother’d resentment in his face I saw, 
‘Though joined with wonder, and a kind of awe. 
Lonely Bienen: may at length prevail, 
And mealid his stubborn heart begin to fail. 






ASENATH. 

May he, poor man, experience grace divine | 

If you approve, dear Joseph, my design, 
Tn prison would I visit him, to see 
Whether his spirit now more soften’d be : 
One word of kindness, in a time of woe, 
Farther than all severity may go. 
Though change of age and dress your formdisguise: 
Yet if you often were to meet his eyes, 
{t might your visions to his mind recall, 
And make him recognize you after all ; 
But no suspicion could excited. be, 
If conversation were allow’d with me. 





JOSEPH. 
Kind hearted woman ! your own course pursue, 
My servant Melitz take along with you. 
Though you from me my native tongue have learn’’, 
Yet in your speech this must not be discern’d 3 
Try, if his heart obdurate still remain ; 
Or if his guilt his conscience deeply pain, 
Encourage him his father’s God to trust, 
Who is compassionate as well as just 
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Tell him the governor will kindness shew, 
Soon as he finds his brethren’s tate was true. 


ASENATH. 
But for your father and his house I feel ; 
Did they to you his present state reveal ? 
Jacob may be impov’ish’d much, I fear, 
Should famine be in Canaan quite severe. 
For their distress I find my bosom ache, 
Lest they a second purchase cannot make. 


JOSEPH. 
Lo! a new proof that both our hearts are one ! 
Hear, then, my Asenath, what I have done ; 
My brethren all will find when they g ack, 


Each one his money put within his s 


ASENATH. 
Oh Joseph! your religion is divine! 

Your father’s God shall be for ever mine ; 
For evil thus to render good, we find 

is sweet and noble toa heav’n-born mind. 
His name may all your brethren learn to fear, 
And, penitent, experience pardon near : 
These strange events, they fear’d so much before, 
Shall teach them all to wonder and adore, 
When they discern Jehovah’s gracious end, 
And see to what his providences tend 5 

At once securing, by a plan like this, 

Their preservation now, and future bliss. 


JOSEPH. 

My father’s God and ours is God alone, 
Mercy and truth the basis of his throne ; © 
Supreme he reigns, his eye inspecting all, 
Nought is for him too great, nor ought too small; 
Worlds, empires, individuals he controls, 
Supports our bodies and redeems our souls ; 
While all events, to this eternal King, 
\ revenue ofendless glory bring ; 
Both friends and foes his purposes fulfil ; 






























Who can his hand withstand ? or who resist his will? 


7* 


















































i74 Letter from a Sunday Scholar to the Editor, 


4, LETTER FROM A SUNDAY SCHOLAR TO THE EDITOR 


SIR, 

I po not see that you have given poor Sunday-school 
children leave to write to yous; but I hope it will be no 
offence if I make so free as to tell you, that many of us in 
the school where I go, are not a little pleased with the notice 
you have takenof us. We are very glad, in particular, that 
you mean to help us tofunderstand our Bibles better, which 
we want very much ; for, as you told us last month, it is of 
little use to read, if we do not understand: and indeed what 
we do understand is so good, that we should wish to know 
ithe meaning of every word. 


If you “oo it smile at our ignorance, and think our 






questions too @iildish, I would tell you some things we 
should like to know. It is not always the same kind of 
letters we find in the Bible: for instance, in the 110th 
Psalm, the same word is in different letters ; “‘ The Lorp 
said unto my Lord;” and we find almost always in the Old 
Testament the name of the Lord in great letters. Besides 
this, there are some words put in smadl letters, as in the 10th 
chapter of John, where our Lord says, “ They shall never 
perish, neither shall any man pluck them out of my hand.” 
_ Now we suppose that there are of course some reasons for 
these things, and if they are what we can understand, we 
shall be very glad if you will tell us something about them. 
And if you like poor children to write to you, perhaps I may 
tell you some more things we cannot understand, but whick 
you might not think of explaining. 


ANSWER. 

We are much pleased with our little correspondent’s let- 
ter, and are very glad that he and some of his companions 
read the Bible so attentively. We shall cheerfully answer 
this, and every other question we may receive; and we 
hope neither John, noa any other Sunday scholar, will ever 
be ashamed of confessing ignorance, in order to gain know- 
ledge. 
_ John observes, first, That the name of the Lord is often 
m large letters, thus-—Lorp. . 
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Now John doubtless knows that JEHovAun is one name by 
which Almighty God is called in the Bible; and he will re- 
member for the future, that whenever he sees the name 
Lorp, thus printed, in his Bible, the word used in the He- 
brew language, in which the Old Testament was written, is 
JEHOVAH. 

The reason why the name of the Lorp is put instead of 
JEHOVAH is this; the latter is one of the most glorious names 
of God ; as may appear, both from its signifying one of his 
most wonderful perfections, namely, that he exists of himself, 
which no other being does, and from the solemn manner in 
which it was made known to the children of Israel, Exodus 
vi. 1—3. On this account the Jews treated this name of 
God with more reverence than the others, and became afraid 
even to utter it; so that when they met with it in the 
Scriptures they passed it over, and instead of it said, the 
Lorp. : 

The great and good men who many years ago translated 
the Bible into English, followed the example of the Jews ; but 
in order to preserve some distinction, wherever ‘ the Lorp, 
was put instead of ‘ JEHovAH,’ it was printed in large let- 
ters, as John has observed. This seems a proper place to 
add, that neither of these, nor any other of the names of the 
Almighty, must ever be used in a trifling manner; but al- 
ways with seriousness and holy reverence, as we are taught 
in the Third Commandment. 

Next, with respect to the Italic, or what John call small 
fetters, we must refer again to the translation of the Bible 
from other languages into English. Through the difference of 
these languages, it is impossible to make them answer to each 
other word for word ; but the good translators were deter- 
mined that we should know exactly which are the very words 
of the blessed God, and which were put in by themselves to 
make the sense quite plain in our language ; and therefore 
they put their own words in Italic or small letters. John 
will find accordingly that these words are very few and short, 
serving only to make a sentence more plain, without altering 
the meaning. So Psalm xxv. 15. “ Mine eyes [are] ever 
towards the Lord.’, Or if we should think a text would read 
better without the Italic words, they may be left out without 
attering the Scripture. The text John has quoted, for in- 
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stance, may be thus read, “ Neither shall any pluck them out 
of my hands ;” omitting the word man ; and then the de- 
claration will be, that not any being whatever, whether man 
or devil, shall pluck the people of Christ out of his hands. 

[S. S. M. 


a 


THE CHILD’S SOLILOQUY. 
BY THE REV. DR. MARSHMAN, OF SERAMPORE. 


Gop Almighty hath made me. He made heaven and the 
earth ; the sun, the moon, and the stars are his work. He 
hath made of one blood all men on the earth ; he gives life 
toall; he upholds all by his power; he supplies the wants of 
all. He is present every where; he sees me at all times; 
he beholds all I do; he hears every word I speak; he 
knows allthe thoughts of my heart. He keeps me from 
harm by day ; he watches over me by night. He supplies 
all my wants, and is ever doing me good. 

What must I do for this great God who made me out of 
nothing,—who does every thing for me? I must love him 
with all my soul ; I must seek to learn his will, and do all he 
commands me. T will keep in mind his goodness, for he 
never forgets me ; I will pray to him always, for he knows 
what I daily want. I will read his holy word, for it reveals 
his commands, and shews me the way to heaven; I will 
seek his favour, for nothing besides will make me happy 

What must I do for my parents? I will love them, for 
they tenderly love me; 1 will try to please them in all 
things, for they are ever seeking my good. I will not re- 
pine at their commands, they know what is best forme. I 
will avoid what they forbid me, for they know what will 
injure me. Let me never grieve them, for so I shall offend 
my Maker. Let mealways love and honour them, for God 
my Creator commands it. He is angry with all those who 
despise father or mother. 

God is the governor of all men. He commands others to 
love me. If any take what is mine, or speak falsely of me, 
or injure me at all, he will observe it, and be angry with 
them: and has he not charged me to love others ? If I in- 
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jare any, it speak falsely, if 1 am unkind; will he not ob- 
serve and be angry with me? ‘Then let me be kind to oth- 
ers, let me not take what is theirs, nor deceive them, nor 
injure them, for he is ever near to me. Let me do that te 
others which I wish them to do to me; for this is his com-~ 
mand to me and to all. 

Ishall not always remain upon earth; my body must 
soon die and turn to dust; but my spirit can never die. 
Birds, beast, and fishes die, and their spirit dies with them, 
but my spirit is nobler than theirs, for I can think, from 
whence came I ?>—Whether am I going ?—Who made me? 
—and, for what purpose was I made? But beasts cannot 
think ; they Know not whence they came, nor for what 
purpose they were made. If I expect pleasure, Iam joyful; 
it pain,my mind is full of sorrow, but they cannot express 
‘uture joy, nor fear future pain; my spirit is therefore 
nobler than theirs. 

sut whither will my soul, my spirit go, when my body 
dies >—It must live for ever ; will it be for ever happy ?— 
Whither can it ga but to my Creator >—He hath given it, 
and to him it must return. 

But will he receive it to dwell in endless joy with himself ? 
_ —He is good, but he is also righteous and holy. Have 3 
always kept his commands ?—Have I not sinned against 
him Pp—Alas ! Ihave forgotten him. He has been ever 
good to me, but Ihave not loved him; he has always pre- 
served me, but I have lived without serving him.—lI have 
taken his name in vain; I have neglected his holy word; 1 
have broken his Sabbaths; Ihave profaned his sacred day 
by doing my own pleasure therein. He has been better 
than a father tome, but [have not even inquired “ Where 
is God my Maker?” I have sinned against my parents, 
instead of obeying them; I have been often angry at their 
commands. I have been unkind to others, I have spoken 
falsely of them, I have taken what was theirs, I have too 
often injured them. 

My sins are many; surely my mind is wicked! How 
can | dwell with the holy and just God, who hateth all sin, 
who is angry with the wicked every day. Yet where can 1 
hide myself from him ? and can I endure his eternal frown? 
or could T bear te be banished fer ever from him, in whose 
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presence is fulness of joy, and at whose right hand are pleas- 
ures for evermore ? 

In the holy word of God I have read of his mercy. He 
so loved the world that he sent his Son Jesus Christ down 
upon earth to save sinners. Full of love and pity, he came 
down from heaven, and dwelt among men; he constantly 
went about doing good. Righteous and holy himself, he 
yet gave his life a ransom for sinners. He died for them on 
the cross, but he arose and ascended to heaven. ‘Thence he 
now invites all to come and receive his mercy. 

I will surely pray to him; I will intreat him to pardon. 
iny sins—to forgive my evil actions,and words and thoughts, 
and to make me holy like himself. And when I die he will 
then take me to heaven to dwell with him for evermore. 


A LETTER TO SUNDAY SCHOLARS ON KEEPING 
HOLY THE SABBATH DAY. 


Dear CuripreEn, 

You have been instructed by your teachers in the 
duty of religiously observing the Sabbath ; you know that all 
good people love the Sabbath, reckon it the happiest day in 
the week, and delight to think of spending an everlasting 
Sabbath in heaven. On the other hand, wicked worldly 
people do not love to think of serious things, and so they 
mind their business and their pleasures on the Sabbath, just 
as if God had giventhem no command to keep it holy.— 
That this is very wrong and sinful there can be no doubt ; 
but perhaps | should have thought it quite unnecessary to 
caution Sunday scholars against Sabbath-breaking, did 1 not 
know, from the very best authority, that they are in great 
danger of being led away by the error of the wicked: and 
as the present seasonof the year exposes them to particular 
temptations, | beg to offer a few words of caution, which J 
hope, under the divine blessing, may prove seasonable and 
useful. 

Some, Iam informed by a teacher, who are in general 
very regular in their attendance at school and public wot- 
ship, think nothing of taking a holiday once or twice in the 
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year, to go to the whitsun-ale, or the lamb-ale ; or to keep 
the feast Sunday, or the race Sunday, or the cherry Sunday. 
Now a holiday, properly means a holy day ; every Sunday 
inthe year ougnt to be so, and is much better kept at school 
and church, than in the race ground, or village green, in the 
public house, the tea garden, or the skittle ground. If it 
would be wrong to spend every Sunday in the year at these 
places, with wild, profane, and foolish companions, in drunk- 
enness, wanton discourse, and sinful sports, then it is wrong 
to spend one so $ and to see a Sunday scholar thus engaged, 
is both an unseemly, an affecting, and an alarming sight.— 
Are you tempted to break the Sabbath for the sake of enjoy- 
ing a day’s pleasure ! what then, is pleasure to be found in 
the ways of sin? happiness to be enjoyed while your con- 
science keeps pinching you, and saying, You are doing 
wrong ? Ohno, “ there is no peace saith my God unto the 
wicked :” true pleasure is to be found only in religion ; 
“ her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are 
peace.” Consider the danger of joining gay and vicious 
company in sinful, and especially Sabbath-breaking amuse- 
ments. You will hear God’s holy name taken in vain ; you 
will hear, and perhaps join in filthy foolish conversation ; 
religion will be ridiculed ; the authority of your parents, and 
the advice of your teachers set at nought ; you will see bad 
example, and be tempted to copy it; for ‘ evil communica- 
lions Corrupt good manners :”” and when once wicked peo- 
ple get a hearing of you, they will stick at nothing to make 


vou as bad asthemselves ; especially they will triumph if 


they can prevail over one who has been instructed in the 
ways of religion. You will be likely to wish for finery above 
your station, and, perhaps, be led to improper means of ob- 
taining it: you will perhaps from this sad day undo all the 
good you have gained from your teacher’s kind instructions 
through the whole year : you may blast all their fond hopes 
concerning you; you may take the first step to your ruin, 


perhaps to the gallows ; for many brought to an untimely 


end, have traced back the first step to Sabbath-breaking and 
evil company. Censider what the character of a Sunday 
scholar requires, and do nothing that would tend to disgrace 
it. Our Lord saidto his disciples, “ What do ye more than 
others 2??? which proves that more is expected from those 
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who have been taught bette: thin others ; where much is 
given, much will be required Perhaps many of the per- 
sons whogo to the merry aiakiung where you are invited, 

have never been taught to read tier Bible, and scarcely 
know right from wrong : in this respect they are to be pitied ; 
but you know*better, and if you do wrong you.deserve to be 
blamed. Beside, is it not a disgrace for you who have been 
taught what you have, to take pleasure in such low-lived, 

trifling amusements: you would be. ashamed to lisp like a 
baby, | or to play with its rattle ; but the merest baby in the 
world never did any thing half so silly as the tricks which a 
set of rogues at a morrice-dance, or a whitsun-ale, perform to 
please a set of fools. Think of all the wise, good, and re- 
spectable people you know, and tell me which do you think 
will be there ? will your minister or your teacher : > Oh no, 
you are ashamed to think of such a thing ; then be ashamed 
to be seen there yourself. ‘There is no reason why your sta- 
tion should not be filled with wisdom and propriety, as well 
as theirs ; and it is one means of making you wise, to ob- 
serve and imitate the example of those whoare so. He that 
‘“‘ walketh with wise men shall be wise, but a companion of 
fools shall be destroyed.” 

When sinful companions invite, are you ashamed to de- 
cline ? do yousshrink from the sneer that would censure you 
as over-righteous and precise? Oh, fear not the scornful 
breath of sinful worms; but rather fear Him, who hath pow- 
er not only to kill your body, but to cast both soul and body 
into hell; “ yea, I say unto you, fear him.” If you are 
taught to know the path of duty, never be ashamed to walk 
in it; whatever others do, be it yours to serve the Lord ; 
though all the world should laugh, it must lead to a good end 
at last. “ Wherefore come out from among them, and be 
ve separate saith the Lord, and touch not the unclean thing, 
and I will receive you, and will be a father unto you, and ye 
shall be my sons and my daughters, saith the Lord Al- 
mighty.” 

I close this paper with an affecting inscription copied from 
a Monument in the church yard of Devizes, in Wiltshire ; 
and may it successfully warn young people never to be found, 
on any day, much less on any Sabbath day, in any company, 
orin any pursuit in which they would tremble to meet the 
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stroke of death, since they can never be a moment secure 
from it, “ but in such an hour as they think not, the Son of 


Man cometh.” 
THE INSCRIPTION. 


In Memory 
of the unfortunate end of 
Roxsrrt Mernrir and Susannau his wife, — , 
ErizipetH Titry her Sister, MarrHa Carrer, and 
JosepH DerRHaAM; 
who were all drowned in the flower of their youth, 
ina pond near the town, called Drews, 
On Sunday, the 30th of June, 
and are together underneath entombed. 


‘i the other compartment of the stone is added, 


‘““Remember the Sabbath day to keep it holy.” 
This monument, as an awful monitor to young people 
lo remember their Creator in the days of their youth, 
Was erected by Subscription. 


A FRIEND TO SUNDAY SCHOLARS. 


MEMOIR OF WILLIAM TAYLOR. 


WitirAm Taytor, the subject of this short memoir, was 
vorn at Shiney Row, in the county of Durham, the 10th of 
May, 1807. He was sent to the Sunday School as_ soon as 


) he was of an age to be admitted. 


He was exemplary for his attendance ; he would never 
suffer any thing to prevent his being there in time, and he 
would rather go without his breakfast, than be too late ; and 
his diligence in learning soon enabled him to rise from the 
alphabet to read well in the Bibie. He was also a constant 
attendant on the means of grace ; so much so, that his pa- 
rents have often been ashamed of themselves to think that 
their son should exceed them. When at home, he was so 
particularly thoughtful and steady, his mother could at any 
time have gone from home and left him in charge of his sis- 
ters who were all younger than himself, and his affection and 


attachment to them was great. 


It appears he had been the subject of serious impressions 
for a considerable time. Some months previous to his death 
he manifested much concern for his parents, particularly his 
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father, who for a season had been a backslider. He watch- 
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ed him with the greatest diligence when he thought he was 
in danger of going into bad company. He would frequently 

ask Phy father and mother very deep questions respecting 
God, and the soul of man. His employment being in the 
coal pits, when an opportunity occurred, he would retire 
from his young companions and converse on serious subjects 
with a pious old man who took much delight in talking with 
him. When at home he would not unite with wicked chil- 
dren, but instead of playing, would, with a few more of his 
young companions, retire in private, and read the Bible 
and other cood books. Such conduct brought on him the 
name of Methodist 

The circumstance which occasioned his death was truly 
affecting. ‘The horse, of which he was the driver, drawing 
four waggons after it, ran away; he was thrown from | inis 
seat, and the whole of the waggons run over his body : 
was almost miraculous that ever he was able to speak. Me. 
dical aid was procured immediately, but was ineffectual, he 
yas so materially bruised inwardly; yet he lived long 
enough to testify that he was going to a better world. 

When he was brought home, seeing his mother weep, he 
said ‘ Dont weep mother, I shall soon be better ;’ and wish- 
ed to make her think he was not so ill as he was. A mur- 
muring word was never heard from his lips: when his me- 
dicine was given to him, he always asked the Lord to give 
his blessing, and said, ‘ The Lord isthe best physician.’— 
When any of his fr iends were praying with him, he would be 
upon his knees if possible. On the Saturday before his 
death, his old friend called to see him, to whom he said, ‘ I 
am very ill, but I hope you ard I shall soon be in heaven,’ 
-and asked him if he had come to pray with him. About 
twelve o'clock on the evening of the same day, the house be- 
ing almost full of people, he was very restless ; but to the as- 
tonishment of all present, he broke out in prayer, and prayed 
not only for himself, but that the Lord would pour out his 
Spirit on all people. The following morning between six 
and seven o’clock, the day on which he died, he j inquired for 
his father, and said they would have a prayer meeting them- 
selves : after which he said, ‘O father, Iam going to be made 
a bright angel in heayen, the Lord has pardoned all my sins 
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through the merits of Jesus Christ ;? telling his mother not 
to weep but pray. 

Beforehe departed his old friend came in again, and told 
him he had come to pray with him; he said be was very 
glad, and turned himself upon -his back. Shortly after, 
stretching himself out a little, his mother observed him 
change, and asked him if he was sleepy ; lie said ‘yes,’ and 
quietly breathed his spirit to that God who gave it, on Sun- 
day morning, March 18, 1821, in the 14th year of his age. 

Twenty-five boys with whom he had wrought, to shew 
their respect for him came to see him during his illness, eaclt 
bringing a small trifle for him 3 and they al! followed him to 
the grave, except one, who was lame, and he was set up in 
bed to see the funeral pass: so true is that word, “ lim 
that honoureth me I will honour.” His father says he ne- 
ver saw So convincing a proof of the goodness of God, and 
the operation cf his Spirit, not only in preparing the child 
lor glory, but in previously bringing both father and mother 
under convictions, and thereby in a measure preparing them 
for the severe trial. May Sunday scholars follow him so fag 
as he followed Christ ; may teachers never be weary in well- 
doing, but in the morning sow the seed, and in the evening 
not withhold their hand, for they know net which will pros- 
per, this or that’—S. S. MM. 


_———— 


TO THE CHILDREN OF THE FEMALE SUNDAY 
SCHOOL OF ST. PETER’S BALTIMORE. 


My DEAR CHILDREN: 

We have often endeavoured to instruct you by read- 
ing to you about dear little boys and girls, who had died in 
peace, believing in Jesus, and you have appeared to be very 
much interested, and listened with attention. If you will be 
very quiet now, I will read to you some particulars of the 
death of one of our own Sunday Scholars, dear Nancy Craig, 
whom many of you have often seen in this room, and with 
vhom you have so often gone up to your pastor in the church, 
‘0 say your catechism. She is now, we trust, in heaven re- 
‘oicing. When we have read to you out of books about 
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other children, perhaps you have thought it was only sotwe 
amusing stories we had got for you, and doubted the truth of 
what youheard. I beg you to bear in mind that what I read 
to you now, has happened very lately among ourselves, and 
ihat there are several ladies in this room who saw and heard 
it all. And we pray to God that this account of the death 
of one of your schoolmates, may be a blessing to- your souls. 
for, my children, the change she experienced is equally ne- 
cessary for you all. Without it you will never hear that 
sweet sentence addressed to you, “ Come ye blessed of my 
Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you from the foun- 
dation of the world.” It is about five years since Nancy 
Craig first came to this Sunday school. She was then a. ve- 
ry little girl, not bigger than some of you, and could not say 
her a, b, c . she always was a good child, and very atten- 
tive to what her teacher said toher. About a year ago she 

was taken very ill with the dropsy, and from missing her out 
ef school two or three Sundays, and hearing of the cause, 
three or four of the teachers went to see her. We found her 
very sick indeed. The moment we entered her room, she 
cried out, “O! Tamglad tosee you; I wanted to send for 
you, but did not know where you lived.” ‘The tears flowed 
down her cheeks as she said, “ O pray for me, do pray for 
me.” Weasked her if she did not pray for herself. She 
said, “ O yes, I try to pray, but Ido not know whether God 
will hear me pray—I ama sinner.” Her mother then told 
us that she did indecd pray almost all day and all night, and 
that she had been so very miserable on account of her sinful 
state, that a man in the neighbourhood who had family pray- 
er in his house, had been sent for to pray with her. After 
talking with her for some time, and reading the Bible, we as- 
ked her what she desired us to pray for in her behal f; she 
said, “That I may have a new heart.” “ Why,” said a 
teacher, “ do you want anew heart?” “ Because (said she) 
mine is a very wicked one, and if 1 die before it is ‘changed, 
(shali never see God.” After conversing sometime longer 
to this effect, we felt encouraged to direct ler to the Lord Je- 
ses for comfart, believing she now experienced what you my 
children have often heard us speak of—I mean conviction, 
which is only produced in the heart of a sinner by the Holy 
Spirit. We prayed with her, rejoicing in the sweet hope, 
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that oneof our dear children was ever thus far enlightened. 
As she was sick several months, we very often went to see 
her ; and her pastor likewise, visited and prayed with the 
dearlamb. Sometimes we read the Bible to her, (for she 
could not read well herself,) at others, we took some of those 
vood books you hear read in school. Miss Smith and the 
Young Cottager, she was particularly pleased with. After 
some weeks, she received faith to believe that God would 
pardon her sins for the Saviour’s sake. But this was not al- 
ways the state of her mind ; she was always much affected 
when any one spoke to her of the sufferings of the Saviour, 
yet she said, she did not feel sure that he would save her.— 
She believed christians might know if their sins were for- 
given, and she could not feel quite happy till she loved God 
more, and knew that he loved her, and heard her prayers.— 
Last May she got well, and returned to school. Her de- 
portment was grave, serious, and truly pleasing to those who 
wished her to feel the value of her soul. When questioned 
avout her state, she said she felt as strong desires after God, 
as she did in her sick bed, and was resoived, if he gave her 
grace, she would always try to love and serve him. Often 
have her little eyes been quite red, from weeping at the pray- 
ers at opening or closing school—indeed, we think she was 
first awakened toa sense of her sinful state by the singing of 
that hymn at opening school, which begins thus— 


Adam, our father and our head,” We. 


And this should convince you my children, what you lose in 
coming late to school—even many of you every Sunday af- 
ter prayer and singing are over. In October last, she was 
again taken ill, never to recover. Finding her near death, 
we inquired if she thought she would go to heaven. She 
answered, “ She hoped she would.” One of the teachers 
inquired what was the ground of her hope, and she without 
hesitation said, “ Christ.”” The same lady asked her how 
she thought she had. obtained remission of her sins, and she 
answered her in two words, “ Through Christ.” As though 
she said the Lord Jesus. Christ died for sinners, and God ‘Yor 
his sake, has forgiven me. Yet though her views were more 
clear, and her confidence stronger, than in her first illness, 
L0* 
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she was often very miserable, for fear she was deceiving her- 
selfs and strongly tempted to doubt her safety. 

One day in particular, five days before she died, a lady 
found her in great distress crying out, almost with every 
breath “ Lord have mercy. Oh, my Saviour pity me ;” she 
thought herself dying, and was afraid to go. While the la- 
dy was at prayer, she was afraid Nancy would die, from the 
great exertion she made to join in supplication, uniting her 
voice with that of her visitor, and with clasped hands and ba- 
thed in tears—she almost got off the bed in the violence of 
her feelings. It pleased God to hear her cries for mercy.— 
The same person called again before night to see her, and 
found the precious child with a countenance serene and tran- 
quil—filled with sweet peace that never again was interrupt- 
ed. She said, “ I am quite happy, 1 am not now afraid to 
die: I believe the Lord will receive me.” When told to give 
God the glory to whom alone it was due; she said with re- 
markable energy, “ I do, Ido.” Still lookingto Jesus, the 
dear child was keptin perfect peace ; she said she had re- 
ceived the new heart she had prayed for, and the peace she 
had long looked for. She told a teacher two days before she 
died, when four or five went together to see and pray with 
her, “I hate sin because God hates it—I know my heart is 
changed, beeause I love God, and do not at all fear death.” 
The same lady asked her if she thought it hard to be afflicted, 
she said “ No.” Can you say it is good for you to have 
been afflicted? “Yes,” said the dear child, “I can, for 
now I love God.” To another who said, “I am sorry to 
see you suffer so ;” she said, “ You are wrong to say so. I 
I do indeed suffer, but not a thousandth part as much as my 
Lord endured for me.”” After this she talked to her family 
very freely of her death, gave directions for her funeral, and 
mentioned a particular hymn she wished sung over her 
corpse. All that distressed her now was, the unconverted 
state of her relations, for whom she prayed very fervently ; 
they were the kindest of friends to her, but enemies to God. 
Now, my children [ have written down all these things for 
your good ; will all you try to remember Nancy Craig? If 
you wish to die as happily, you must pray as fervently as 
she did,and seek the Saviour who was so good to her. He 
will love you as much as he loved her, if you earnestly seek 
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nim, for he died to save you. And remember what you 
learn in your catechism : If you are not saved, you will have 
been the cause of your own damnation. Nancy Craig is no 
longer with you in the school room, but very soon you will 
see her again. Where will that be? At the judgment seat 
of Christ. Then will the Saviour be seen with all his mighty 
angels in flaming fire. Oh, my children, which of you will 
then be permitted to sit down with her in the kingdom of 
Heaven ? Godonly knows. He callsevery one of you to 
come to him; will younotgo? Ask him to give you new 
hearts that you too may love him and not be afraid to die. 


Theo. Rep. 


NEW YORK SUNDAY SCHOOL UNION SOCIETY. 


The New York Sunday School Union Society celebrated 
the 7th anniversary in the usual manner, but with increased 
animation and effect. Upwards of 3000 scholars were pre- 
sent. The sight of this multitude of young immortals, gath- 
ered by the hand of Chiistian benevolence out of the streets 
and lanes of that great city, collected in companies under 
the care of their ‘teachers, and sitting under their various 
standards, in one silent congregation, was deeply affecting. 
Many a heart swelled, and many a warm tear gushed at the 
spectacle. After an appropriate prayer by Rev. Mr. Bald- 
win, asimple and suitable hymn was sung by the children. 
The effects of these notes of infant praise, proceeding at once 
from thousands of voices, and commemorating benefits of 
the highest value, was solemn and even sublime. It led the 
thoughts on to coming days, when the praise of the Al- 
mighty shall be the business of nations, and shall rol] around 
our happy earth like the sound of seven thunders. A sol- 
emn and impressive address was delivered by the Rev. Mr. 
Knox, who contemplated the scene before him as connected 
with that vast system of Christian enterprize which marks 
the age. He was followed by Rev. Mr. Osgood, a very 
zealous and active promoter of Sabbath Schools, who spoke 
with great animation and fervor, and addressing himself 
directly to the children, employed a style peculiarly adapted 
to impress their minds. A native eloquence shone through 
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this address, united with a warmth of christian affection 
which gave it great interest. “ Do you not hear the voice 
of the great God in this assembly ? What are those words 
I see written on your standards. “ Those who seek me 
early shall find me,’ and on another, “ Suffer the little 
children to epme unto me?” They are the words of the 
ereat God our Saviour ; he is in the midst of you—angels 
are looking down on this sight—oh, favoured children, what 
do you enjoy. I have travelled in the wilderness, where 
I saw the children without books, almost without clothing— 
nobody to teach, no body to care for them, while you are 
taught the way to heaven. Whata contrast! what a glori- 
ous sight do I behold; what a precious privilege do you 
enjoy ! will you not try to improve it? will you not try to 
understand how important it is to remember your Creator in 
the morning of your days ? will you not give your hearts to 
God? If you heard his voice, in sounds like the thunder, 
speaking to you out of the clouds, you would be astonished, 
you would all iisten to it, you could never forget it—or if I 
came and told you that I had been to a country, where there 
was no death, no sorrow or crying—no sickness—no_pover- 
ty—but allthe people were perfectly happy—you would 
listen to me with wonder. But, my dear children, God does 
as really speak to you—and there is such a place as I have 
described—there is a holy, happy heaven, and every Sunday 
scholar may go to it, if he will listen to Jesus Christ and 
obey him.” In this manner, did this benevolent man_pro- 
ceed, in exciting the attention and rousing the feelings of his 
little auditors, and pressing upon them their duty, He then 
broke off, and addressed the teachers and surrounding 
audience. ‘ Can you who are yourselves parents, witness 
this sight without the strongest feelings of gratitude and joy? 
Teachers of these little ones, what emotions swell your bo- 
soms, while you look around you '—These are glorious ban- 
ners! far more glorious than any blood stained conqueror, 
ever saw waving around him. Let them spread far and wide; 
long may you wave over this land. Parents, guardians, 
will you not interest the hearts of your children, in this great 
and good work ? Let your prayers ascend—remember Him, 
who was himself once a child, and who, while he was in- 
structing men, never forgot or despised children: with what 
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iooks of love did he survey their faces, and listen to their 
voices, while they cried in the temple, “ Hosannah to the 
Son of David.” We cannot pursue this impressive speech— 
but only observe, in general, that it was such as comported 
with the character of a man, who has given his whole soul to 


one great and good object. 


Let your recreation be manly, moderate, seasonable 
and lawful: The use of recreation is to strengthen 


vour labour and sweeten your rest. 


But there are 


some so rigid, or so timorous, that they avoid all di- 
versions, and dare not but abandon lawful delights for 
‘ear of offending. These are hard tutors, if not tyrants 
to themselves ; whilst they pretend to a mortified strict- 
ness, are injurious to their liberty, and to the liberality 


of ther Maker, 


ee ee 


POETRY. 
THE SUNDAY SCHOOL. 
( Continued from p. 166.) 


CANTO Il. 


What active mind loves not to stray, 
Where bold discovery leads the way 
That makes strange worlds its 
own? 
Who guided by the traveller’s pen, 
Loves not to light on fellow-men, 
Aforetime never known ? 


What heart feels not for heathen 
bands, 
Who dwell in late discover’d lands 
And countries once unsought ? 
Some, versed in arts of civil life, 
Some, cannibals and men of strife, 
But none divinely taught ! 


Vast their achievements, and their 
toils, 
"hough now they rest fiom life’s 
turmoils, 
Who daringly ere while, 





Through tracts of death-like soli 
tude, 
The long and sinuous course pur- 
sued 
Of Niger or the Nile. 


Honor’d the warrior—-great his 
name, | 
By sea, or land, who purchased fame 
Amid the bloody fight ; 
His countries voice proclaims his 
praise, 
While patriot bands in grateful lays 
Sing of his matchless might. 


More blest than he who travels far, 
Or the great chief, renown’d in war, 
That youth to whom "tis given, 

To teach the lowliest of mankiad ; 
To store with truth the expanding 
mind, 
And train a child for heaven. 
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Teachers of every name and sect, 
The world’s vain pleasures who re- 
ject, 
To save the souls of youth ; 
Whose hearts inspired with chris- 
tian love, _ 
Feel the mild spirit from above, 
And-the strong force of truth. 


Though some have rank’d among 
the dead, 
And low reclined on earth’s cold bed, 
Now with their fathers rest ; 
Though some of your once active 
band, 
Pluck the sweet fruit of Canaan’s 
land, 
And dwell among the blest: 


A faithful army yet remains ; 
Our sea-encircled land contains 
A host acknowledged far, 
For scaling battlemented towers 
Whence the blind giant, Ignorance 
pours, 
The gothic storms of war. 


What have ye done, 
ranks ? 
Entitled more to general thanks 
Than warriors of renown ! 
What have ye done, since Raikes 
began 
With his own Sabbath-teaching pian 
To moralize a town ? 


Instructor 


Quickly a teachers youth replies— 
“For fifty thousands I arise ; 
Teachers in mind the same ; 
Five hundred thousands are the 
amount 
Of pupils Sunday Schools may count ; 
Children of humble name ; 
From all whose toil-accustom’d 
» hands, 
Support of life itself demands 
Hard work from day to day, 
To aid dear friends whose wants 
may press, 
Or parents’ sickly hearts to bless 
Whom duty bids obey. 


These multiplied by ten will swell, 
‘t o millions more, and proimptly tell 
“he numbers that were given 
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To taste divine instruction’s frat 
Since first in English ground tool 
root, 
That tree which grows to heaven 


Ask ye what Sabbath Schools have 
done 
Since. Raikes that holy work be- 
gan 
For poor and outcast youth ; 
Since he by help of heavenly grace 
Taught Gloucester’s uninstructed 
race, 
To read the book of truth ? 


Hear the delighted Farmer's tale— 

** My house sequester’d in the vale 
Stands safe with open door ; 

The Sunday School establish’d rear 

Has left me nothing now to fear, 
From children of the poor. 


Much better taught and wiser, they 
Keep holy now the Sabbath day, 

And read the Bible’s page ; 
Now good from evil they discern, 
While all the important truths they 

learn 

rheir active powers engage. 


Blest be the hour, and blest the day 
When children now who sing and 
pray 
First heard the voice of truth ; 
When voluntary teachers came, 
And taught to lisp the Saviour’s 
name 
The tongue of thoughtless youth. 


Who yet requires the good to know 
That blest instruction may bestow 
On each giad day of rest, 
When zeal implants the heavenly 
seed, 
Imploring God its growth to speed 
In humble chiidheod’s breast ? 


Go—search each spot of christian 
ground, 
Where’er the Sunpay Scnoot is 
found, 
And mark the manners there ; 
Hear holy hymns of Zion sung 
By every once blaspheming tongue; 
And oaths give place to prayer. 











fio—hear the €hurch or School-room 

ring, 

praise 

King, 
In Watts’ ballow’d strain ; 

Hymn’d forth by children, who be- 

fore 

Fear'd not the God they now adore, 

Or took his name in vain. 


With to heaven’s eternal 


{;o—mark the progress of the mind, 
When haply train’d by teachers kind 
Through each scholastic rule ; 
Note well the lessons learnt by 
heart, 
With all the truths those books im- 
part, 
Read in the Sunday School. 


Jiear the glad Sire at evening say, 
“ Whatthou hast learnt at school to 
day, 

Make known, my son! to me.” — 
List while the w Alling x child goes o’er 
What he has learn’d or read before, 

To a whole family. 


See thus, from every Sunday School, 
Bevond all calculabie rule 
Truth stil diffuses light ; 
informs the humblest of mankind. 
And breaks like day upon the mind, 
Where all was dark as night. 


Behold well tutor’d youth engage, 

In Bunyan’s heavenly pilgrimage f 
Then read, what darts were hurl’ d 

By Mansoul s foemen clad in mail, 

With Campbell cross the seas--or sail 


With Dreadnought round the 
world. 

See, thousands, men and women 
grown 

Teach truths themselves had never 
known, 


But for tiat burning zeal, 
Which glow’d within the patriot’s 
breast, 
Who felt, and what he felt exprest, 
For ‘sinners’ moral weal. 


Hiear, thus instructed parents raise 
The voice of praver—the voice of 
praise 
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For blessings freely given ; 
At Sunday School first tutor’d, thes 
Devotion’s sacred rites to pay, 
Their Father Gop in heaven 


Observe what well-school’d children 
know, 
Who like their pious parents grow 
In wisdom and in grace ! 
Watch, aseach week or year comes 
round, 
And yet behold on desart ground 
A more enlightened race, 


While numbers never 
youth, 
In gladness now, the word of truth 
Read with facility ; : 
Oid age in spectacles appears, 
Bending beneath the weight of years, 
To learn the A, B,C. 


taught im 


Go—see united Christians prove 
The power of that cementing love, 
Which joins all sects and hear ts ; 
That Christ-like spirit, free and mild, 
Which feels for every poor man’s 
child, 
And oood to all imparts. 


Tis antepast of heaven below, 
To seeeach once sectarian foe, 
So happily agreed ; 
till where this anion spirit reigns, 
Each friend allowedly maintains 
Inviolate his creed. 


Gro—land upon Hibernia’s shores, 
Vi here loud the vast Atlantic roars 
And: hrows his foaming waves; 


Where too the mighty, Shannon 
Sova, 

For thee the tree of knoweldge 
grows, 


O couutry of the brave ! 


Ye sons of Erin, strong and bold, 
Whose prowess the Gazettes have 
told 
In characiers of blood ; 
O, when ye come from fields of 
figiit, 
And the “loved country greets your 
sight, 
Circied | by ocean’s flood ; 
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Returning to his native isle ; 
There welcomed with affection’s 
smile, 

Where pass’d the days of youth ; 
How glad each warrior then to find 
Sis child instracted, and his mind 

Made wise in Bible truth. 


How melts his valiant heart with joy, 
iow grateful feels, to see his boy 
Well taught, and acting well! 
Erst wont to rob the song-bird’s 
nest, : 
And pass God’s hallow’d day of rest 
In the broad road to hell. 


To contemplate his alter’d look, 
And hear him read in that blest 
book, 
By inspiration given ; 
It pays the soldier for his toils, 
Better than would a Nabob’s spoils ; 
It smooths his path to heaven. 


Anon where’er the Shamrock green, 
®’er spreads the low, or upland 
scene, 

Or thrives on common wild; 
Divine instruction there will shed 
Immortal blessings on the head 

Of every poor man’s child. 


Friends of the poor ! whose kindest 
care, 
All untaught youth are given to 
share, 
By penury depress’d ; 
‘Teachers ! inspired with patriot zeal, 
Who mindful of your country’s weal, 
Make her poor children blest. 


When all your useful toils are o’er, 
Ana ye devote to God no more 
The talents he has given, 
Ye shall be recompensed above ; 
Who plants on earth in faith and 
love, 
Shall harvest reap in heaven. 


Sorrow to you shall be unknown, 
When heard the world’s expiring 
groan, 
At the great judgment day ; 
When proud memorials of the brave, 















That weeping friends or nations 
ave, 


Shall all be swept away. 


When HE, the LORD, from heave), 
appears, 

To wipe. away the mourner’s tears. 
With kind compassions hand ; 
When fear shall smite the great in 

guilt, 
And murderers rue the blood they 
spilt ; 
And ‘tyrants trembling stand ; 


















O! ve will lift in gladness then 
Your hearts to heaven ; while wail 
the men 
Who scorn’d your blest employ ; 
Who vex’d your righteous souls, and 
deem'd 
Benevolence by heaven esteem’d, 
Fit theme for sinful joy. 










While their sad spirits feel dismay’d, 
Of wrath’s o’erwhelming storm a 
fraid ; 
So terrible to view ; 
Waving the sceptre’sign of grace, 
With merey imaged on his face, 
The KING may speak to you— 











* Rise! Blessed of my Father ! rise : 

People my mansions in the skies, 
Souls of celestial birth ! 

Faithful to me and mine ye stood ; 

With heavenly life’s immortal food, 
Ye fed my lambs on earth. 



















The orphan learnt where’er ye 
came, 
To call upon my Father’s name, 
Aad read his holy word ; 
Attuned by you, the infant tongue 
In melody’s sweet accents sung 
The praises of the Lord. 


All ye then did to me was done ; 
'Twas my great work on earth be- 
sun, c 
That ye perform’d 30 well ; 
Invited now to joyful rest, 
With countless souls your labours 
blest, 





[End of Canto 1} 


In heaven for ever dwell.” 





